was not particularly interested in the fate of Jewish
babies
The day was comparatively calm There were only a
few shots here and there, low groans or loud shouts, the
occasional gallop of a horse By four o'clock everything
was quiet The people of Urga, locked in their homes,
sneaked careful glances out of the windows All they could
see were spruce officers strolling about the streets and
looking at the house-fronts with indifferent eyes
At nightfall the people closed their shutters and made
sure of bolts and bars Urga settled down Children went
to sleep at their normal time, and parents sat up not much
later than usual One after the other, the lights in win-
dows went out Artizans, shopkeepers, clerks, professional
men took their rest in the shelter of eiderdowns, of
familiar, welcoming bosoms, of sleep
About midnight the Cossacks started spreading through
the town The snow barely crackled under their horses'
hooves In their impatience they had unsheathed their
sabres and unbuttoned their trousers
By morning not a single Jew was left alive m Urga,
with the exception of a woman dentist who owed her
provisional salvation to the Baron's toothache, which he
could not stand any longer
Fresh corpses were added to the dead of the days be-
fore They were to be seen sprawling outside the broken-
down doors of their homes, amid the debns of furniture
Clad in nightshirts or dressing-gowns, with their night-
caps and half their skulls severed by sabre-cuts, and their
hands tied behind their backs, they lay in the midst of
feathers from eiderdowns, or maybe the relaxed springs of
an armchair or shreds of blood-stained linen Women
seemed to be doing the splits
Children variously butchered were lying along the
fences There was one whose hand, ground beneath the
heel of a boot, was driven into the snow pell-mell with bits